MAGNATES

dead, but was conscious of the near approach of his own death, could
not but inspire compassion, and Isabella recalled Father Boudret's
recent words.

Madame Polant, with her rabbit-skin boa and the wart on her chin,
had bent down with Isabelle from curiosity to catch Lulu's confidences.
It was only then that he seemed to recognize her and it produced in
him a curious access of anger.

With flashing eye he pointed his forefinger at Madame Polant, and
murmured: "You old bitch! You old bitch!"

"Then, his voice rising, he cried: "It's you! It's you! It's you I It's
your fault! It's all your fault! I shall tell the police, the police!"

He crawled down the bed on his knees, holding his hands out before
him as if he wished to seize Madame Polant by the throat.
The two women drew back in terror.

"Now then, Grandpa, calm down," said the Chief Attendant, trying
to get Lulu back into bed.

But the paroxysm was only beginning. Lulu had seized hold of the
iron bars, was shaking them, and uttering incomprehensible cries,
wagging his deformed head like an old puppet. It was incredible that
his emaciated body, which a quarter of an hour before had looked like
a corpse, should now be able to muster so much strength. A few of
the other patients turned to stare at him, but his neighbour merely
went on writing. The Indian prince was combing his sodden beard
with magisterial dignity. And the skinny little man was singing once
again: Mais quand reviendra ...

"Baptiste!" the Chief Attendant called. "Lend a hand here."
The attendant arrived just as there was a crash by the bed.  Lulu
had succeeded in hauling himself out of bed and had collapsed with his
bedside-table.

He dragged his naked buttocks across the white stone floor, hitting
the attendants' shins with his fists, still shouting for the police.
"Get a strait-jacket!" said the Chief Attendant.
Then, turning to the two women, he said sourly: "You'd better go,
ladies; you can see what effect your presence has ..."

Isabelle and Polant quickly retreated down the long ward. Before
they reached the door they heard Lulu shout: "You see what they're
doing to me! You see how they treat me! Call the police!"

They turned round. Lulu had been put into the strait-jacket. Only
his head and its huge purple temples rose howling above the thick grey
cloth.

"He's having an attack," said Madame Polant

There was a sound of hard slaps falling on that pitiable face.

When the ambulance ordered by Schoudler arrived the following
morning to take Lulu to a private asylum, the old man was dead.
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